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Corbacclo! bring him near. We here possess
Thy son of all thy state, and confine thee
To the monastery of San Spirito;
Where, since thou knewest not how to live well here,
Thou shalt be learned to die well.
Corb. Ah! what said he?
Com. You shall know anon, sir.
ist Auoc. Thou, Corvino, shalt
Be straight embarked from thine own house, and rowed Round about Venice, through the grand canale, Wearing a cap, with fair long ass's ears, Instead of horns; and so to mount, a paper Pinned on thy breast, to the Berlina -
Cow. Yes,
And have mine eyes beat out with stinking fish, Bruised fruit, and rotten eggs - *Tis well. I am glad I shall not see my shame yet.
ist Awe. And to expiate
Thy wrongs done to thy wife, thou art to send her Home to her father, with her dowry trebled: And these are all your judgements.
All. Honoured fathers,
ist Awe. Which may not be revoked. Now you begin. When crimes are done and past, and to be punished, To think what your crimes are: away with them. Let all that see these vices thus rewarded, Take heart and love to study 'em! Mischiefs feed Like beasts, till they be fat, and then they bleed.
VOLPpNE
The seasoning of a play is the applause. Now, though the Fox be punished by the laws, He yet doth hope there is no suffering due, For any fact which he hath done 'gainst you; If there be, censure him; here he doubtful stands: If not, fare jovially, and clap 'your hands.